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	1. Departure

**A/N: **Jumping on that Boruto/Sarada bandwagon. Also, I'm a proud member of the guilty-angst-ridden-Papa-Sasuke guild.

_Italics are thoughts._

* * *

><p><strong>-<strong>  
><strong>Departure<br>-**

"Wait, you're leaving already?" Sasuke rolled his eyes at his pupil. Sometimes, Boruto could be too much like his father in all the wrong ways.

"Hn, didn't you hear what I just said?"

"Yeah, I heard. You have a mission," Boruto scowled. "What'd the old man put you up to this time, huh?"

"Nothing that concerns you." Sasuke repressed a smirk at the vein throbbing in his charge's temple. "This is between Naruto and me."

Boruto's scowl intensified. "Tch… figures… I go and get myself a kickass sensei and the first thing dad does is send him away…"

"It astounds me how much you think everything is about you," Sasuke frowned. "I thought you knew better after that disastrous chunin exam." He watched his pupil's cheeks turn red, before the young Uzumaki shook his head vigorously, twiddling his thumbs.

"Hn?"

"This… this isn't about me…"

"Your words are contradictory."

Boruto glared at the ground. "No… this isn't about me. I mean – well yes, it is. Kind of… It would suck not having a sensei around for who knows how long… But what's more is…"

Sasuke appraised his student. While he was the striking image of a younger Naruto with his blonde hair and light cerulean eyes, his mannerisms were evenly divided between both parents. Boruto was loud and clueless like Naruto (both, characteristics which drove Sasuke Uchiha insane), but Boruto was also like Hinata in some ways, though he had to squint a bit harder to see those traits than those he had inherited from Naruto. Boruto fidgeted with his fingers when he was nervous, nor was he as oblivious as his father when it came to the feelings of others.

His pupil also wore his heart on his sleeve like both his parents. "Spit it out, Boruto. I don't have time for this."

"SARADAMISSESYOUALOTANDITWOULDBEGREATIFYOUWOULDSPENDMORETIMEWITHHERBECAUSEYOUALREADYMISSEDSOMUCHOFHERCHILDHOOD!"

He blinked. "Hn?"

There was a pink tinge to Boruto's cheeks that Sasuke didn't miss. "Boruto. Speak. Now. Slowly this time."

A pause, then, "Sarada misses you a lot, and it would be great if you would spend more time with her seeing as you missed so much of her childhood."

Sasuke's heart twisted painfully despite his best attempts to ignore the twinges of guilt which overcame him. He had missed her as well – his daughter, who he last had seen only as an infant was already a genin now. It couldn't have been helped. His role was crucial to the safety of the village. He scowled. Sarada had forgiven him, but it had been half-hearted. At the time, she had been so happy to see him that all resentment was forgotten for a perfect moment.

Now, the predicament was real. It would take at least a few months to rebuild his daughter's faith in him, and Boruto had a point. How could he do that if he constantly had to leave? He shook his head.

"It's a short mission. I'll be back in a week. Then Sarada and I can spend time together." Turing his back to Boruto, he sighed. In truth, he wasn't sure if he had been trying to convince his pupil or himself. Emotions were never his strong point.

"Boruto, I'll be back in a week. You better train in the time I've gone."

"You haven't given me anything to work on," the boy whined.

Sasuke snorted. "Pick a jutsu. Learn it. I can't be bothered to babysit you constantly."

"Tch, grump…" Boruto muttered.

"Crybaby," Sasuke retorted, flitting away before Boruto could fire-back. The arguments with his pupil were as bad as his arguments with Naruto. Stupid, pointless, and ever-drawn-out. He smiled to himself before frowning again. Brows knitted together, he sighed. The argument had taken him away from his daughter for only a short while. She had been agreeable when he told her he'd be leaving in the morning, but she had been upset. Sasuke was horrible at expressing his emotions, but excellent at reading those of others.

"_Sarada… I'm sorry. I'll make it up to you when I get back…"_ How exactly he would go about achieving that, he hadn't quite worked out.

Boruto scowled at nobody in particular on the training grounds, muttering curses under his breath. "Pick a jutsu," he mocked, "Learn it. I can't be bothered to babysit you… Fucking bastard Sasuke-ji-san… I'll show you! I'll use your own precious jutsu against you! Then we'll see how much you laugh."

He refused to admit that most resentment he harbored towards his sensei had been because of a certain raven-haired girl's outburst earlier in the day.

"_Sarada… I'm sorry… I tried."_

* * *

><p><strong>AN: **So how was that? Good? Okay? What can I improve upon, and more importantly, what would you like to see in this story with regards to plot? (I have some ideas, but suggestions are always appreciated.)


	2. Morning

**-  
>Morning<br>-**

Outskirts of Konohagakure, 00:17

In retrospect, Boruto wondered whether it was too late to pick another jutsu (an easier jutsu). Sprawled on the training pitch, panting heavily, he scowled at the moon. Not that the moon had done anything wrong – no – he was just frustrated, with his sensei, with his father, but most of all himself.

Everyone expected such great things of him. He was after all, the son of Naruto Uzumaki – the great war hero. His fists clenched involuntarily, almost instantly unclenching as a wave of pain rippled through his frame.

"_That hurts…"_

He didn't need a medic-nin to tell him that he'd burned his hands in his attempts to produce the chidori (though all he'd managed was a watered-down variant of the powerful technique) – that much was obvious. Though, he wasn't sure how to continue with his hands trembling, raw flesh exposed. Surely he'd need a couple days at the least to heal a bit. _"But Sasuke-ji-san… is only gone… for a week… I don't have time to waste."_

He glared furiously at the moon. _"Sasuke-ji-san was right. I am a crybaby… Such a crybaby... How can I ever hope to understand what they endured… if I can't even suck this up…?"_

"Dammit!" Springing to his feet, Boruto collected chakra in his burnt hand, ignoring the prickling of his flesh as it peeled away. It was a slow process – he didn't have his father's immense chakra reserves or Sarada's excellent chakra control – but the sparks flying from his stinging hand were unmistakably the beginnings of a chidori.

"_This is it! Let the chakra flow to the arm..."_

Holding his left hand over his right, Boruto readied his stance.

"_Concentrate on one point in my hand."_

The sparks fizzled violently.

"_Release it!"_

Boruto charged, firmly directing the chakra into a nearby tree: "Chidori!"

Groaning, the trunk gnarled and twisted into itself, as the lightning worked its way through the bark, leaving ash in its wake. Boruto's arm spasmed as bark dug into the burnt flesh, barely managing to work the chakra into his palm through the pain. _"Come on… Just a little more!"_

But he'd hit his limit. He could feel the chakra slipping from his fingers. Three-fourths of the way into tree, the sparks faded, his arm numb and bloody. The distinct smell of burnt flesh permeated the field and a few crows watched interestedly, perched atop a nearby branch. Hunched over gasping for breath, Boruto idly wondered whether they'd been attracted by the smell, hoping for a free meal, or the sound. The chidori, true to its name, Boruto thought, sounded like a thousand screaming birds.

"_Even so…" _Boruto grimaced. His had been a far cry from his mentor's, despite having exhausted him thoroughly. _"I can't feel my hands,"_ he thought. And though some part of his mind registered the trembling of his fingers, he couldn't seem to stop the motions.

Shivering, he stood, eyes dull with exhaustion. _"Once more."_

Placing one hand over another, Boruto willed himself to draw chakra forth from some yet unknown and hidden reserve. The crows watched sharply as a few sparks flew from his hands, producing a noise much like the cry of an injured bird, taking flight as he collapsed.

* * *

><p>Uzumaki household, 8:15…<p>

Yawning, Naruto stretched his arms over his head, sitting up, before falling back onto the bed next to Hinata. A smile made its way on to his face as he observed his sleeping wife and he leaned in to kiss her neck, wondering how he had gotten so lucky.

Not only had he achieved his childhood dream to become Hokage (which in itself made him ecstatic just thinking about it), but he was also very fortunate to have married his wonderful, kind-hearted, supportive wife. And she'd given him two beautiful children whom he loved more than he imagined he could ever love anyone. He grinned into the crook of her neck.

Their children…

Naruto, as a teen, had certainly never envisioned himself as a father. _"How could I have?"_ he thought. His own father had never been around, and his childhood was a far shout from familial and loving. He'd had father figures – _"Ero-senin, Kaka-sensei, Iruka-sensei…" – _he listed them in his head. But he'd never experienced the constancy of a family growing up. It was something he couldn't live without now – breakfast with his family, playing with his children (the thoughts caused his smile to grow) – just their presence in his life alone was something he knew he would always need.

Even his stubborn son had come around (or was starting too). Boruto had reverted to his usual cheerful, boisterous self after the events of the chunin exams, and Naruto didn't think anything could have made him happier.

"Good morning, Naruto-kun," Hinata whispered melting into his embrace, tracing the contours of his chest with her fingers. It made him shudder with pleasure. Correction, he amended – now, he was the happiest man alive.

"Mmm," he replied breathily finding his wife's lips and claiming them.

Coming up for air, he smiled at his wife, "It's a very good morning."

"Ah," she agreed. He kissed her once more. He'd been married to her for so long, and yet he still tingled every time they kissed.

"Naruto-kun," Hinata moaned. He wanted her even more. The kiss intensified. Naruto wanted her there and then.

But Hinata gently nudged his chest away. A confused expression came over him. "Huh?"

She laughed. He looked so concerned.

"Hinata?"

A laugh bubbled from her chest. "Naruto-kun," she giggled, "it isn't that I don't want to do that but you have work, Hokage-sama."

He pouted. "Forget it… I can finish it tomorrow. First let me finish here…" he nuzzled into Hinata's neck.

"Naruto-kun," she chided gently to which he groaned and pulled away, rolling out of bed, grabbing his cloak.

"Tell me, why did I ever take this job?" he mused looking at his wife.

Hinata smiled – he was so childish sometimes. "Now, now, Hokage-sama," she teased, "that's not anyway to speak."

"Of course not, Hyuga Hinata-sama," he retorted playfully, "I can't wait for the stacks of paper work demanding to be looked over."

Almost as if on cue, a voice called to Naruto from the window. "Hokage-sama!"

"Shikamaru?" Naruto frowned making his way to the window. It was unlike the Nara to bother himself with personally fetching him for such menial tasks as paperwork. He voiced his concern. "Shikamaru, did something happen?"

"_Did Sasuke find something…!?"_

He hadn't expected anymore surprises from Kaguya's palace. "Shikamaru, did Sasuke find something? Did something happen to him?"

Panic worked its way into his voice. Sasuke normally contacted him directly.

Shaking his head, Shikamaru sighed. "It's Boruto."

Naruto exhaled sharply. His son's appetite for pranks was as voracious as his own when younger. _"And here I thought he was getting better…"_

"What's he done this time?"

"Nothing."

"Then what?" Naruto gritted his teeth not liking the direction the conversation was taking. "What is it Shikamaru?"

The Nara sighed heavily. "He's missing."

And Naruto's world came crashing down.

* * *

><p><strong>AN: **I'll just leave this here.


End file.
